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Destroying the momentary profile

We call the wall of a house;

Smoking rifles destroying

The momentary identity we call a man.

And I could not see that reason had part in it,

Or much that reason could do:

Except to watch and know it,

Like a careful hunter: that the time in the end might

come
To isolate and analyse and kill.

It is not yet, it is not yet,

And I am part of the pattern:

For it is no use to ask now,

'Whom have I hated or injured, what have I done ?*

There is no exemption, there is no answer

Except the cellular discord of Time.

And all I can say is, wait, watch:
All I can say is, your chance may come :
Whom should I blame, who is my enemy,
Who of this evil was forewarned by me ?
No man I think.

So I shall praise them all,
The good and brave, who fight on cither side:
The strong in blood who yielded to love's tide,
The faint and feeble, who with sullen hearts
Still learned to dance the dance and play their parts.

But most I praise the lucky and the wise
Who will escape at last with undimmed eyes:
With no bright vision that might make them blind:
And what all seek may all the lucky find,

The proper verse, the proper sentiment:
The one profession for which one was meant: